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Ngelus Domim de- 74 HE Angel of the Lord 


p A*R-T the —— 


IJ. Motet for five Voices. 
I. P. A. Præneſtinus 


1 ſcendit de Calo, & * come down from Heaven, 
dixit Mulieribus, quem quæ and ſaid to the Women, whon 
ritis, ſurrexit ſicut dixit. do you feek, He is riſen as bs 
ſaid. 
Allclujah. Hallelujah. f 
II. Canzonet for three Voices. 
John Travers. 
Old I am, yet can (I think, ) 
Theſe that younger are, out drink; 
When I dance no Staff I take, 
But a well-Hll'd Bottle ſhake. 
He that doth in War delight, 
Come, and with theſe Arima let's fight; 
Fill the Cup, let. l.oſe a Flood 
Of the rich Grape's luſcious Blood; 
Old I am, and therefore may, 
Like S/7exus drink and play. 
Fa, la, la, -&C. 
III. Toe Fifth Ad in te Indian Queens 
II. Pucel. 
Chorus, 


While thus we bow before your Shrine, 4 
That you may hear great Powers divine, nh 
All living Things ſhall in your Praiſes join. 


( 4 ] 
Solo. 
You who at the Altar ſtand, 
Waiting for the dread command, 
The fatal Word ſhall ſoon be heard, 
Anſwer then, 1s all prepar'd. 
Chorus. AlPs prepar'd. 
Solo. 
Let All unhallowed Souls be gone, 
Before our Sacred Rites come on, 
Take care that this is alſo done. 
Chorus. All is done. 
Solo. 
Now in Proceſſion walk along, 
And then begin your ſolemn Song. 
Chorus. 
All diſmal Sounds thus on theſe Off *rings wait, 
Your Power ſhewn by their untimely Fate; 
While by ſuch various Fates we learn to know, 
There's nothing to be truſted here below. 


PAR T the Second. 
IV. Motet for four Voices. 


Edvardi Lupi. 
Kyrie elciſon, Lord, have mercy upon us. 
Chriſte eleiſon. Chriſt, have mercy upon us. 
Kyrie eleiſon. Lord, have mercy upon us. 


V. Madrigal for four Voices. 


| Thomas Merisj. 
Say, gentle Nympbs, that tread theſe Mountains, 
Whilſt ſweetly you ſit playing, 
Saw you my Daphne ſtraying, 
Along your chryſtal Fountains ; 


It 


ty] 
If ſo wu chance to meet her, 
Kits her, and kindly greet her, 
Then theſe ſweet Garlands take her, 
And ſay from Me, I never will forſake her. 


VI. Magnificat. 


Dr. Pepuſcb. 
Chorus. 
My Soul doth magnify the Lord : and my Spirit hath 
rejoiced in God my Saviour. 


Solo. | 
For he hath. regarded : the Lowlineſs of his Hand- 


maiden, 
Verſe and Chorus. 

For behold, from henceforth : all Generations ſhall call 
me bleſſed. 

R Solo. 

For he that is mighty hath magnified me: and holy 
15 his Name. 

And his Mercy is on them that fear him: throughout 
all Generations, | 
| Chorus. 

U e hath ſhewed Strength with his Arm: he hath ſcat- 
tered the Proud in the Imagination of their Hearts. 


Verſe, two Voices. 
He hath put down the mighty from their Seat: and 
dath exalted the humble and meek. 


Chorus. 
He hath filled the hungry with good things : and the 


rich he hath fent empty away. 


Perſe, two Voices, 

He remembring his Mercy, hath holpen his Servant 
Tirae! : as he promiſed to our F orefathers, Abraham and 
his Seed tor ever. 

Chorus. 

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son: and to the 
Holy Ghoſt. 

As it was in the Beginning, is now, and ever ſhall be: 
world without end. nen. 

PART 
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PAR F the Third. 


VII. Motet for four LY oices. 


Quam pulchri ſunt greſ- 
ſus tui filia principis. 

Collum tuum f{icut turris 
eburnea. 

Oculi tui divint et come 
capitis tui ſicut purpura 
regis. 

Quam pulchra es et quam 
decora Cariſſima. 


Ludovico de Victoria. 
How beautiful are thy Steps 
O Prince's Dauzhler. 
Thy Neck is as a Tower of 
Foorv, 

Thine Eyes are divine, and 
the Hair of thine Lead like 
royal Purple. 

How fair and how grace- 
fut art thor my Deareſt. 


Alleluſah. LHlallelujab. 
VIII. Madrigal for three Voices. 
5 W. BYRD; 


The Eagle's Force ſubdues each Bird that flies, 
What Metal may reſiſt the flaming Fire, 
Doth not the Sun dazle the cleareſt E yes, 

And melt che Ice, and make the Froſt retire, 
Who can withſtand a pow'rful King's Defite : 
he hardeſt Stones are pierced through with Tools 

The Wiſeſt are with Princes made but Fools. 


IX. Te Deum. 


G. F. HANDEL. 
Chorus. 
We praiſe thee, O God: we acknowledge thee to be 
the Lord. 
All the Earth doth Worſhüp thee: 
laſting... 


the Father ever- 


Verſe 


EF” 1 


Verſe and Chorus, 

To thee all Angels cry aloud : the Heavens and all the 

rowers therein. . | 
Ckorus. 

To thee Cherubin, and Seraphin : continually do cry. 

Holy, Holy, Holy : Lord God of Sabaoth ; Heaven 
and Earth are full of the Ma jeſty : of thy Glory. 

The glotious Company of the Apoſtles : praiſe e. 

The gooc 7 F low] rip of the Prophets: praiſe thee. 

The noble Army of Martyrs : praiſe thee. 

The holy Church throughout all the World: doth ac- 
knowle ge thee. 

The Father: of an infinite Majeſty, 

Thine honourable, true: and only Son 

Alſo the holy Gholt : the Comforter. 

Verſe and Chorus. 

Thou art the King of Glory : O Chriſt. Thou art the 
everlaſting; Son: of the Father. 

$910. 

When thou tookett upon thee to deliver Man: thou 
didſt not abhor the Vugin's Womb. 

Chorus. 

When thou hadſt overcome the Sharpneſs of Death: 
thou didſt open the Kingdom of Heaven ro All Be- 
lievers. 

Thou ſitteſt at the right Hand oi God: in the Glory 
of the Father. 

We believe that thou ſhalt come: to be our Judge. 

We therefore pray thee, help thy Servants : whom 
thou hait redeemed with thy precious Blood, 

Make them to be number'd with thy Saints: in Glory 
everlaſting 

O Lord, ſave thy People : and blets thine heritage 

Govern them : and litt them up tor ever, 

Day by Day: we magnihe thee. 

And we worſhip thy Name : ever world without end. 

Solo. 


Vouchſafe, O Lord: to keep us this Day without 
Sin. 


O Lord, 


[8] 
0 Lord, have Mercy upon us: have Mercy upon 
us. 
O Lord, let thy Mercy lighten upon us: as our truſt 
is in thee 
Verſe and Chorus. 
O Lond: in thee have I truſted : let me never be con- 


founded. 


X. Canon. 


| W. Bravo. 

Non nobis, Domine, non Not unto us, O Lord, not 
nobis; ſed nomini tuo da wnto us; but unto thy Name 
Gloriam, give the Praiſe, Pſ. 115. 1. 


